7 PLEASANT HISTORY 
| of the Miller of Mansfaeld. ? 
Bi in Sherwood, and Henery the ſecond; * + 
\ | King of England; X 
i Shewing: how the King was lodged in the Mi 
lers Houte, and the mirth and Sports 
| he had there, 


| med for Willi mGilbertfon, dwelt g Gait 
| t without Newgat' 165 1, 
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THE 


.' MILLER AND 


the K I NG. 


How the King was be-nighted in Sher“ 
wood, and loſt h's Nobles and his mee- 
ting with the Miller, 
DD Enry our Ropall Kine, 
e would ride a hunting, 
Ro the oreene Fo2reff, 
© fo pleaſant and faize, 
=) To have the Bart chaſov 
and dainty Does triping, 
Unto merry $her7700c 
es repatrs» 
1 Pound was unbound, 
all things pre par d, 
x 02 the ſame to the game 
with god regard 
All a long Summers day, - - 
rode the King pleaſantly, - 
With all bis Pzinces> 


and nobles * Chas 


Chaſing the Part and Pind, 
and the Buck gallantly, C 
Till the darie Evening, $84 
enkoꝛc'd him to turne homs. 
T hen at laſt riding fag, 
he had loſt quite, _ 
All his Lozds in the Mor 70 
late in darke night, 
WMandzing thus warily, : . 
all alone up and downe. y 
With a rude Piller, | 
he met at the laſc, | 
Asking the ready way, 
unto faire Nottingham, 
Wir (queth the Diller) | 
pour way vou have loft: | 
Pot J thinks what J thinke, f 
truth foz te ſay, | 
Hou doe not likely, | 
goe out of pour way, | 
Why what dot thou think of me, 
quoth the King merrily, 


— 


Paſſing thy judgment, BE 
upon me ſa biete, | 1 
God faith(quoth the Piller) | 
J meane not te flatter the, | 
JI gheſſe thee to be, ” 
but ſome Gentleman Thiele, '$, 
” Stand | 


— — 


Stand the back in the daris, 
light the not downe, 
Left that J preſently, 
knock thy knaves crowne, 
Thou doft abuſe me much. 
(quoth the King)ſaying thus, 
J am a Gentleman, 
and lodging J lack, 
Thou haft not(quoth the Mils 
one groat in thy Purſe, 
All thine inheritance, 
Hangs one they back, 
J have gold to diſcharge- 
all that J call 
Af it be fo2ty pence, 
I will pay all, 
If thou beft a true man, 
(then ſaid the Milter) 
I ſware by mp Tole⸗ dich, 
Ile lodge ther all night, 
Here's my hand (quoth our King) 
that was Jever, 
Nay ſoft(quwoth the Piller) 
thou mayſt be a ſpright, 
Better Ile know thee, 
ere hands J wel ſhake, 
With none but honeft men, 
hands J wil oY 
3 


How 


How the Miller brought the King 
home to Ginny his wif., and 
his Sonne Richard. 
TT Vis they went al along. 
unto the Pillers houſe, 
Where they were ſething: 
of Puddings and Bouſe, 
The Piller firft entered in. 


then alter him the King, 
Never came he in, 

ſs ſmoalip a houſe, 
Now(queth he)let me ſee. 

here what you are, 
Nuoth our King loke your fill, 

and doenot ſpare, I 


— \ - 


thou haft an honeft face, 
With my ſonne Richard, 
this night pen ſhall lie, 
Nuoth his wife by my troth. 
{ft tsahandſome youth, 
Pet it's beſt husband 
for to deale warfly, 
Art not a run away, 
JI prethe& youth tell, 
Shew me they Paſpozt, 
and all ſhalbe wel- 
Then our Ring preſently, 
making low courteſie, 
With his hat in his hand, 
thus hedid ſay, 
A have no Paſpozt, 
n02 never was ſervito?, 
But a pode Courttet, 
rode out of my way, 
Juv fo; your kinvneſſe; | 
here offered to me: 4 
J will roquite it, 
in every degree: 
Then tothe Piller | 
bis wife whilper'd ſecretly. 
Haying it ſ&meth, 
thts youth's of god kin: 
A4 Both 


Worth by his Apparet, "TY" 
aud ede by his Manners, { 
To turne him out ccrtainety, | 
it were a great ünne 
Pes(quoth.he)you may ( | 
he yath ſome grace, ö 
When he doty ſpeaue, 15 
to his betters in place, 
Wek(quoth the Pillers Wife) 
youag man welcome here) 
And though I ſap it, 
weil log'd thou halt be, 
Frech ftraw J will have, 
latd on pour bed ſo brave, | 
G2d browne hempton ſh&tes, | 
lisewiſe(quoth ſhe) | 
J(quoth che god ma, 
and when that is done, 
Bou ſhal lye with no woꝛ ſe. 
then our owns ſonne, 
Nav irfF. quothRicha: ay 
god fellow tell me re 
Mat any Cre pars, | | 
within thy gay Poſe, 4 
Oꝛ art theu not troubied, 
with the Scabhado,- ... 
I pray goth the Ling) | | 
what things are thoſe. 


Art ＋ 15 


Art thou not louyte, 
o2 ſcabbed(quoth he) 
Ik thou beit,. 
ſarely thou ly'S® not with ms, 


How the King, che Miller, Gizny A's 
W' fe and their Sonne Richard 
a lup d together, and how the 
King lay with the Mil- 
lers 5 onne. 


His cauſed the King luddently 
1 co laugh moſt heartily, 
Tüll the teares trickled, 
downe from his eyes, 
Toon tv their lupper, 
t2cce they let oꝛderlp, 
{ith a hot Bag Pudding. 
am ＋ Apple Pt 25 | 
Lappte Ale god and ſtale 
2 browne Bole, P 
Which did about the art 
merrily trowle, 
Here{guoth tho Piller) 
god fellow dzinke to the. 
And all the Courtnols, 
where eber they be, 
Ile pledge vou(quoth eur K 
nd thanks you heartily; 


ing); 
£02 


. A faire Wentſon Paſty, 


| 
. A never beloze, | q 


tn every degree, 
And here in lige manner. 
I vriake to pour Sonne, 4 
Dos ſs quoth Richard, | | 
but quick let it come, | 
Wife qusth the Diller - 5 
letch me kozth Light-fot, Wh 
That we ofhis ſwetnefſs, 
a little may taſte, 


then brought the fo2th preſently, 
Cat quoth tha Piller) 
but fir ma ke no waſte. 
Here's dainty Light-fot, 
in faith then ſaid our King, 


eat of ſo dainty a thing, 
IAwts(ſatd Richard) 1 5 
ns Dainties at all it ta, 
Foz we doe eat of it, | 


every day, 

In what place ſaid our King) 
may be bought like to this, 4 
We never pay penny, | 
bon it by my fay. = 

From merry Sherwood, 
we ket it home hers, a 
Now 


" Dow Ant EN WE IE BE DAerY 
| © with our Rings Dere, 
Then J thtnks(ſatd our xing) 
that it is Weniſon, 
Each foleſſatd Richard) 
ktul well map ſee that: 
Never are we without, 
two or thre in the rofe, 
Uery well fleſhed, 
ap wondrous fat: 
But prethe ſay nothing, 
where erre thou doe goe, 
We would not foz two pence, 
| the King ſhould it know, 
Doubt not then(ſaid our King) 
|, my promiſ'd ſecreſte, 
The King ſhall never know, 
moze ont fo me, 
A cup of Lambs woll, 
they drank unts him then: 
And to there beds 
they pal d p2eſently.. 
The Kobles next mozning: 
4 went all up downe: 
Fon to ſeke out the King; 
in every Towne: 
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How 


2 p 


How the Noble and his followees 


ſought the King and found him 
atthe Millers houſe, 
TL laft at the Millers houſe, 


ſone they etpyed him plain 


As he was mounting. 
upon his faire Steed: 


Fo 


| 


| 
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To whome they came preſe 
' fallfng downe on their kn 
| Which made the Pillers . 
wokully bleed, 
| 9haking and quaking, 
| bekoze him he ffod, 
[ hinking he Would have bien, 
hang d by the Rod. 
The Bing perceiving bim, 
kearekull and trembling, 
Drew fo2th his Swozd. 
| but nothing he late 
| Ths Piller downe did fall, 
trying befo:e themall, 
Donbting the King would hate, 
tut off his head, 
Sut his kind curtefie- 
| there to requite- 
| Gave him a Living, 
' and dubb'd him a Knight, 
ben as our Noble King, 
tame home from Nottingham, 


| Anv with his Nobles, 


in Weſtminker lay. 
Retounting the @pozts, 

and Paſtime they had tane, 
In this his Progreſſe 
along by the wap, 


Df 


lie VI! TIC MINT, 


Of them all great and ſmay, © 

this did he protef, b 
Lhe Piller of Mansficlds ſpozt, 
lied him beff, 


And now my Lo209 9'dtheR m. 


JF am determined, 
Again Saint Georges next, 
ſumptuous Fea, 
That thfs old Piller, 
our laff confirmed Knight, 
With his Sonne Richard, 
cal both be my gueſts, 
Fa in this merriment, 
tis my deſire, | 
To talke with the jolly unight, 
and the brave Squire, 


che Miller, Ginm his wife, and 
Richard their Sonne. 


VE p Kings pleaſantneſſe 

They were right joyfull, | 

and glad in there hearts, 

A Purſe vant there wes ſent, 
ſtraight on the buſtneCe> - 


& 


| 


l 


How the Xing ſent a Purſevant for | 


Den as the Noble Less 


1 


The which had mony times, 
bene in thoſe parts. 
When he came tothe place, 
where he did dwell; 
Hfs meFage oꝛderly. 
tet he did tell, 
God ſave your woz ſhip, 
then ſaid the Peſſencer, 
And grertreutr Lody, 
| her heorts Devre, 
Ann te pour Sonne Richard, 
Z d fortune andhappineſſe 
That ſweet young Gentleman 
and gallant poung Squire; 
Our King he grtets you all, 
And thus doth ſay, 
Pou mult come to the Court 
| on Saint Georges day, 
There foze in ary cafe, 
foile not to be in place, 
I wis quoth the Piller, 
this is an odde jeſt: 
| What ſhould we ds their he ſaid, 
| faith J am halfefraid- 
J doubt(quoth Richard) 
bang'dat the leaſt, 
KHay(quoth the Pefſenger) 
pou doe miſtake, 
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Hur King prepares, 


Then ſaid ffiler, 
now by my troth Peſſenger. 
Thou haſt cont?ntes, 
my wozſhtp full wel, 
d her's three farthings, 
6 quite they gentlenefe, 
F02 theſe happy tydiags, 
which thou voſt me tell. 
Let me ſ& hear'ff thou me, 
tell to your Kine, 


Wele watt onhts Paſterſbip. 


in every thing. 
The Purſevant ſmiled 
- their ſimplicitie, 
aking many legs; 
aL thei roward, 
And taking then his leave; 
with great humilitie, 
To the Kings Court, 
againe he repatr'd: 
wing wito his grace, 
reach vegrie, _ 
The Knights moſt liberal, 
gift and bountie, 72 
When, as he was gorte "Os 
thas div the Pillor ſay 


a great Feaſt toi your ſake, 


4 
Pert 


| 
- | 


Here comes erpen $; 


and charges inde&d, 
Now we muff nerds be brave, 
though we ſpend al we have; 
Foz ot new Garments, 
we have creat need, 
Of Hozſes and @Sarving-men, 
we muſt have fto2e, 
With Bzidels and Saddels, 
and twenty things mo2e, 
Tuch fir John (quoth his wike) 
neither doe fret noꝛ ſrowne; 
Bou ſhalbe at no moze, 
charges foꝛ me, 
F032 J will turne and trim, 
up mp old Ruſſet Gawne; 
With sbery thing. 
as fine as wap bo: 
Amd on our Pill Voz ſes 
| ful ſwift we will ride, 
| With pillows and Pannelis 
as we hall pro bids, 


In this moſt ffatsly ſo2t, . 


rods they unto the Court, 
| wry luſtie 85 Richard, 
t up by g. m3. hap, - 
A Cocks feather in his Cap, 

» And 


And ſo they jettsd dowe, ( 
towards the kings Pal 
The merry old Piller, 5 
with his hand on his fide, 
His wife lite Patd marrtan, 
did mince at that tide, | 


How the Kips and his Nobles met 
the Miller Cin and Richard. 

and the ſpore they had at the 

Court,and their return home, 


he King and his Noblss, 
that heard of their comming 
i Meeting this gallant Knight, 
with his brave traine, 
Welcome fir night quoth he) 
with.this pour gap Lady, A 
| God fir John Cockle, '.4 
| once welcome againe; An 
4 And fo is this Squirs. 
| of courage ſo free, 
| 


Quoth Dick a bots on pou, 
do you know me, 
Nuoth our King gently, 
how ſhould J fo2oet thee, 
Thou ws mine ownebed-fellow | 
well that J wot, .: 21 « 


\, » 


The Milles and the King 
Bit J thinte on a tri 
tell me that preth Dick. 
| Yow we with karting. 
did maks the bed hot, 
Thon hozſon happie knave, 
then quoth the Knight 
{peak cleaily to our Bing 
or elſe go ſhite, 
Lhe King and his Concell92s> 
hartily taught at this 
While the King toke them, 
both by the hand, 
With Ladies and their Paids 
lite to the Nucene of Spades) 
Lhe Millers wife, 
did fo oꝛderly ſtand 
1 milte maides courtefic> 
' at every word, 
And downe the foltes were ſate- 
at the fide board, 
Ahere the King ropally, 
in Pzincely Peieſtie, 
pate at his dinner, 
wirh joy and delight. 
hen he had eaten wen. 
es jeffing then they fel!> 
Taking a Bowie of Wine. 
[dank to the Knight, 
1 2 Here's 


— 
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Þer's to you both he ſai 


d, 

in Wine Ale and Bars, 
Thanaing ou ali, 

foz your Counttep chere: 
Quoth fir john Cockle, 
Ile plege you © pottle, 

where it ty$ beit Ale, 

in Nocripghamſhire. 
But then [aid our King) 

A doe taink on a thing, 
Dome of your Light fot, 

J would we had here, 
Yo ho quoth Richard, 

full wal may A ſay it. 
Lis knavery to eat it, 

and then to be way it 

Why art thou angry», | 

quoth our King msrrily, 
In kaith I take it, 

very unkind, 


I thought thou wouldſt pledge ms, 


in Ale and Wine heartily, 
are like to ſtay quoth Dick 

till I have din d, 
Bou feed us with twatling. 
diſhes ſo ſmall, ; 
Zounds a black Pudding) 

is better then all, 


| 


The King made pꝛoffer, 


I marry quoth our Kings 
that wire a dainty thing, 
It a man could git one 
hot ſo? to eat: 
With that Dick Graight aroſe, 
and pluckt one out of big hoſg, 
Which with heat of his bzgch, 
began to ſweat, | 


* 


to ſnatch it a wap. 

Tis meat to; pour Matter, 

god ſtr you muff tax> 

Thus with great merrimant, 

was the time wholly ſpenf,, 

And then the Ladies, 

pꝛepared to nance, 

_— John Cackle, 
Richard incontinent, 
dthis yatice, 

the Kkig did advance : 

Here with ehe Lavies, 

ſuch ſpoꝛt they div make; 

The Robles with laughing, 

did make their hearts ale, 

Many thanks fo their paines, 

div the King give them then; 
Aszing youug Richard, 
if hs would be wi d 


Amongtt 


| Th eMiller and the King. 
Amongtlt theſe Ladies fre, 
tell ine which liketh the, 
Naoth he }.uigge Grumboull, 
with thc red head: 
She's mp Love» fhe's nry life, 
che will J wod, 
She hath ſwo2ne I ſhall have, 
her Baiden-heav, 
Then ſtr Jokn Cockle, 
tye King call'd unto him, 
And of merry $herwood, 
made him #ver-ſer, 
And guve him out of hand, 
thre hundzed pounds yearly, 
But now take heed yon ſteale, 
no moze of my D or, 
And once u quarter, 
let's here have Your view, 
And thus fr John Cockle, 
J bid you apleu, 


